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"Don't worry, and don't be angry," he said.
These words and the stubborn line between his brows
were his answer,
"Dear me," she muttered, lowering her head. "What
are you saying	"
She hurried out without another glance at him, so that
he should not see the tears in her eyes and the trembling
of her lips. All the way home the hand holding the paper
seemed to ache, and her arm hung heavy, as if she had
received a blow on the shoulder. As soon as she reached
home she handed Nikolai the note and stood waiting for
him to smooth out the paper with flutters of hope in her
heart. But Nikolai did not justify them.
"I knew it," he said. 'This is what he writes: 'We won't
attempt an escape, comrades. We cannot. None of us can.
We would lose our self-respect if we did. But try to help
that peasant who was just arrested. He needs your help
and deserves anything you can do for him. He's in a
bad way here—fights with the authorities every day. He
has already spent twenty-four hours in the dungeon.
They'll torture him to death. All of us ask you to help
him. Comfort my mother. Tell her everything, and she
will understand/ "
The mother raised her head,
"What's there to tell? I already understand," she said
in a trembling voice.
Nikolai quickly turned aside, pulled out a handkerchief,
and blew his nose,
"I seem to have caught a cold*,.." he muttered, pushing
up his glasses and pacing the floor. "The fact is, we
wouldn't have had time anyhow/'
"Very well, let them have a trial," said the mother
with a frown, while sadness settled like fog on her heart,
"Here, I just received a letter from a comrade in St,
Petersburg..,."
"After all, he can escape from Siberia, can't he?"
"Indeed he can. This comrade writes that the trial is
to be held soon and the sentence has been decided on—

